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ings in Switzerland. We were ferried out to it in canoes, while our
Papuan luggage carriers were camped on the seashore out of sight of
us. The old Chief received us most hospitably. He and most of his
court had the upper mandible of a hornbill embedded in their woolly
hair.  The interpreter explained that this was a sign that the wearer
had killed his man in battle. Presently the Chief's son, a bright-eyed
little boy of eleven, came in.   He also wore the hornbill, and we
inquired what he had done to deserve it.  They explained that his
father was anxious to confer knighthood upon him as early as possible
and had held down a captured prisoner while the little boy beat out
his brains with a toy club. But this did not prevent the exercise of
the Christian virtue of hospitality.   Sir William explained to the
Chief that murder and inter-tribal wars were not looked upon with
favour by the British Government and that he would be expected to
confer no more hornbills. He listened with amused incredulity, and
we proceeded on our way.
I came very early to know that it was unwise to allow a native guide
to follow me in the bush, for he might at any time club or stab his
white companion from behind, not from any malice, but from pure
lightness of heart. But there was another reason for sending him
ahead. These boys had extraordinarily sharp sight. They could dis-
tinguish birds and animals in the trees long before we could, and
when one of us was detailed to shoot the dinner he always took with
him a native guide. In one place our half-caste cook was able to bake
us bread in one of the gigantic anthills that stood six feet high. All
he did was to scoop out the inside and light his fire. The ants poured
out of their habitation, which soon became red hot. The dough was
put into it and the door closed by a stone.
Later in the journey we came upon a part of the coast where the
high tide had formed deep stagnant pools behind a spit of sand some
twenty yards wide. As we marched along this we noticed peculiar
imprints of clawed feet with a track between, as if a ploughshare had
been dragged across to the pools. The natives became excited and
explained that these were the tracks of alligators. Some of them must
have been of huge size. They Jed in both directions, to and from the
pools. The alligator is not an elegant walker. He hoists his body into
the air, and the ploughshare track is made by his tail. One of our
party had a stick of dynamite, and having marked down a single